BATTLE OF THE WITS

"unnumbered drubbings" and by whom I shall be eternally
disgraced. Have I not already been " hooted at, beat and
battered" as "your Zany or Jack-pudding?" And what
has been the reward from you? Bread, you say; but it has
come so late that I no longer have any teeth to chew it.

This frenzy, however, is easily turned in a new direction
by Scrag, who administers to the patient "a few drops
of a salutary elixir" which he always carries in his pocket
The mad man, obedient to his master, now gathers his
forces, under the delusion that he is another Alexander and
that his troops, really consisting of the tag, rag, and bobtail
of the town, are the veterans of Greece and Rome.   His
Aristotle is but a constable, his Pindar a .shoeblack, and
his Horace a thief-taker.    Mounted upon a jackass, the
commander-in-chief sets forth at the head of an army of
vagabonds on a march through the Strand.  He is so drunk
that he reels in his seat, his cheeks are puffed out with
tobacco, his face and coat are covered with snuff, and when
he speaks it is but to curse his enemies.   Directly behind
him tramp the noseless Amelia hand in hand with her
beloved Booth, one Jones who pretends to be a gentleman,
by the side of a hoary sheep-stealer disguised as the Old
Man of the Hill, and "a notorious felon and imposter"
called Partridge,   His blind brother, "the proprietor of a
twelve-penny office," brings up the rear.   Most of these
ragamuffins take to their heels on descrying their betters
emerge from the novels of Mr. Smollett.   Those unable to
escape are all arrested for riot and committed to the house
of correction.   Hilding, however, is rescued from a police-
officer by his neighbours, and taken home to be blooded,
blistered, and purged.   Smollett closes with a prayer that
the unhappy gentleman may likewise be relieved from the
"perfidious arts and infernal snares" of "that miscreant
Scrag" who had wheedled him into ruin.

For this malicious caricature of himself and his best
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